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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



A LADY TALKING TO A POET 



For a moment you felt nude and shivered. 

Your social position hung near; 
You threw it about you — 
A garment frail and lacy. 



THE GOLDEN APPLE 

Running to art-exhibitions, to concerts and to the poor in 

the tenements, 
With eyes held high up as a cloud, and as soft, as haunting, 
She stopped to pick up 
The golden, apple-shaped distiller. 

A DILETTANTE 

Tall, delicately-stout, 

With "turned," wine-moist moustache, 

He spoke like some bragging, spoiled school-boy: 

"Art is its own reward." 



THE TRAITOR 

He knew the lady's half-mocking, half-regretful smile, 
Fluttering like one of the sweet-pea petals, 
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Max Michehon 

Had been fertilized by the sweat and blood of her husband's 

vest-workers. 
Yet his eyes resented the intrusion 
Of firm matter-of-fact chins of servants. 

A RICH GENTLEMAN 

Your nostrils sniff the air, 

Your ears stand alert: 

Near you, like wolves in the forest, 

Lurk other people's poverty and suffering; 

And though your heart is robust — 

Tough, like the cheek of a country girl, 

You dare not trust it. 

A PETIT BOURGEOIS 

Sharp nails grow out from your fat fingers; 

Over your clean-shaven lip glimmers the moustache of a 

tom-cat. 
Your smiles are investments at a hundred per-cent. 

Yet one has only one life, one mouth, one stomach, and can 

take only one woman at a time; 
Also, when you were younger, before you knew, 
You foolishly allowed suffering to reach your heart. 
So your face sometimes contorts wistfully — 
You use this sanctimoniously to deceive. 

[87] 



